

t tricks Prince of Tyre. 

the gouerncjf of Metaline v who h,C 4 ?ing ef 
your melancholic ftatc,didcometo fee you, 

Per. 1 embrace you,gitc me mv robes. 

I am wilde in my beholding, Oheauens bletfc mv girlc. 
Hut harke what Muficke tel my Mann* 
ell him ore point by point, for yet he feemes to dear, 
ow nirc you arc my daughter, but what muficke? 

Hel My Lord I heare none. 

iV. None, the Muficke of the Spheres, lift my Marina. 

L . ’)f* is °ot good to croftc him,giuc him way. 

Per. Rareft founds, do ye not heare i 
Lyf, M»ficke my LordH heare, 

P er. Moft heauenly Muficke, 

It nips mevnto liftning,and thickc Humber 
Hangs vpon mine cycs,lct me reft. 

Lyf. A Pillow for his hcad,fo leaue him all. 

Well my companion friends, if this butanfwereto my iuft 
behefcjllc well remember you. 

Diana. 

Dia. My Temple ftandsin Ephefut, 

Hie thee thither, and doc vppon mine Altar facrifice, 
There when my maiden priefts are met together before the 
people all, rcuealc how thou at fea didft loofe thy wife , to 
Riournc thy erode* with thy daughters, call, & giuc them 
repetition to the like, or performe my bidding, or thou li- 
ueft in woc:doo't,and happie,by my filucr bow, awake and 
tell thy dreame. 

Per. Celeftiall Dian, Coddelle Argentine, 

I will obey thee Helltcanus. Hell. Sir. 

Per. My purpofe was for Tbarfus,thcK to ftrike, 
TheinhofpitableC/ew,butI am for other leruicc fir ft. 
Toward Ephefus turnc our blownc faylcs, 

Eftfoones lie tell thee why, foall we refresh vs fir vpon your 
ftiore, and giuc yougoldefoi fuch prouifion as our in- 
dents will neede. 
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P erkks Prince tf Tyre. 

Lyf Sir, with all my heart, and when yoa cornea fkorc, 

I haucanotlier Height. 

Per. Youfhallpreuailcwereittowooe my daughter, for 
it feemes you haue becne noble towards her. 

Lyf. Sir, lend me yourarme. 

Per, Come my Marina. 

Exeunt, 

Gower. Now our fands arc almoft run, 

More a little, and then dum. 

This my laft boone giuc mce, 

For fuch kindneife mu ft relieue mce: 

That youaptly will fuppofe. 

What pageantry, what feat*,what fiiowes, 

What minftrelfie,and prettic din. 

The Regent made in Met dirt. 

7 ‘o greet the King, fo hethriued, 

That he is promifdc to be wiued 
Tofaire M.zrtna, but in no wile. 

Till he had done his facrifice. 

As Dian bad, whereto being bound, 

The Interim pray, you all confound. 

In fetherd briefencsfaylesarc hid, 

And wilhesfall out as they ’r wild, 

At Ephefus the Templefee, 

Our King and all his companie. 

That he can hither come lo loone. 

Is by your fancies thankfiill doorne. 

Per. Haile Dian, to perfoi me thy ju ft commaund, 

I here confetfe my felfc the King of Tyre, 

Who frighted from my countrey did wed at Pentapoht, the 
faire 7%t Sea in childbed died foe, but brought forth a 
Mayd child caild Marina.. whom O Goddctfe wears yet thy 
filuer liuercy,foee at Tharfus was nurftwith Cleon, who at 
fourtceneyearcs he fought to murder, but her better fiars 
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